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A BVCK DESMOID Story 
By Dick Kraits 



BUCK DESMOND reread the letter slow- 
ly, turning it over and over in his hands. 
He sat on his cot for a long time, and his lips 
twisted bitterly. 

It was a letter from Tumbleweed Tyler, 
the young orphan Buck had befriended and 
sent East to school. 

It was vacation time and Tumbleweed was 
coming West by train to see Buck. In advance 
of his coming, he had written the rambling 
cowboy a letter that started out like this: 
'•Dear Dad, 

I'm sure looking forward to seeing you 
again. All of my friends at school know 
about you, and what a hero you are. They 
all wish they bad you for a dad. like me. 
Of course, you're not my real father, but 
when I step off that train and see you 
there, I'm going to be just as proud as 
if you were." 

There was only one hitch, Buck's thoughts 
ran. . . 

He stood up and walked to the window. It 
was heavily barred. It was a cell window ! 
Buck was in jail. . . held there to await trial 
on charges of bank robbery! 

"When Tumbleweed gets off the train to- 
morrow and finds me here in the hoosegow," 
Buck mused, "'It'll break his heart. He's idol- 
ized me all along ... and to find me in jail'll 
just about, ruin life for him. I might never 
get a chance to tell him that I'm no more guilty 
than the man in the moon!" 

Buck sat down on his cot and ran over the 
events of the past two days in his mind. 

Two days before, he had come into town, 
and had gotten a hotel room for himself and 
Tumbleweed. That night, the Prairie Savings 
Batik had been held up by a masked gunman. 
And the next tnorning Sheriff Cliff Morgan 
had come to arrest Buck. 

"Arrest me?" Buck had protested unbeliev-- 
ingly. "But I didn't have a thing to do with 
it!" 

The sheriff had nodded. 

"I'd like to believe that, Buck," he said. 
"But Lee Parker, manager oi the bank, claim- 
ed you were the hombre that did the job. He 
says your mask slipped just before you hit 




him with your gun. He recognized you! And 
when we searched your hotel room, we found 
some of the missing currency under your mat- 
tress. I've known you for a long time, Buck — 
and I hate to do it — but I've got to hold you 
for trial !" 

N.ow, alone in his jail cell, Buck's fists 
clenched. 

The case did look airtight against him! A 
positive statement of the man who had been 
robbed — identified him as the thief! A cache 
of the stolen money was found in his room! 
It was a frame-up, but it looked convincing. 

Buck's head reared back as he heard the 
click of the outer cell door. 

A tall shadow was. thrown against the wall 
over his cot. It was the sheriff, holding a 
lantern, his face expressionless. "Buck," he 
said, "better get your coat on. I've got to 
take you over to the county center. That's 
where the tcial'Il be held." 

Buck nodded, and pulled his jacket on. Lithe 
and slim, he moved past Cliff Morgan. The 
older man locked the cell door again as they 
went out. The fresh air flooded against Buck 
-i-a relief to his nostrils after the stale, used- 
up smell of the prison. 

Buck Desmond suddenly pauseS. putting his 
hand on the sheriff's arm. 

"Cliff," he said. "Wait a second- You said 
before that we'd known each other a long 
time — that you hated to believe I was guilty! 
Well, I'm not! Will you give me a chance to 
prove it?" 

The sheriff's face was grave, He did not 
speak for a moment. 

"How can I, Buck?" he asked. "You're my 
prisoner. I've got to hold on to you!" 

JJUCK DESMOND nodded eagerly, "I 
know I But look! Give me an hour — one 
hour to find the man who really robbed the 
bank! You can follow me all the time and 
keep your eye on me. That way I'll still be 
in your custody, Cliff. But give me the chance ! 
It's mighty important to me." 
Cliff Morgan looked down for a moment, 
When he spoke, his voice was muffled. 
**You did me a favor years ago, Buck, that 
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ni never forget! T — I iVant to repay it . . . 
if I can. So go ahead. I'll follow behind you. 
You've got an hour. No more!" 

Buck clutched his hand for a moment. Then, 
keeping to the shadows, he trotted down the 
main street — the sheriff following him. 

One man had said he recognized Buck when 
the hold-up was pulled. One man had said 
that it was the rambling cowboy who slugged 
him, who took the money, who let his mask 
slip! One man, the manager of the bank. Lee 
Parker! It v.'as this man that Buck had to 
see! He had to get the truth. 

J^EE PARKER slept well as a rule. 

This night, he slept better than usually, 
for most of his troubles had been disposed of. 
Things down at the bank had worked out well. 
So well that it looked as if Buck Desmond was 
going to jail for bank robbery — and as if the 
missing funds would never be located. Lee 
Parker smiled in his sleep, heavy-jowled face 
tight against the pillow. 

He even smiled when a rough hand caugjit 
him by the shoulder and shook him. 

"Wake up, Parker! Wake up," the voice 
said. 

The bank manager opened his eyes, and the 
smile disappeared from his face. For there, 
standing over him, was Buck Desmond! 

"Desmond!" he grunted in surprise. "How'd 

you — " 

" — get out of jail?" Buck's lips twisted 
without humor. "That's my business. What I 
want to know is — why'd I get put in there?" 

Parker's eyes fluttered and he began to edge 
to one side of the bed. "Because you held up 
the bank, that's why." The bruise on his fore- 
head showed dark against the pallor of the 
rest of his face. "You slugged me — here — on 
my head. You took the currency. They found 
some of it in your room, remember? And I 
saw you when your mask slipped. This won't 
do you any good. Desmond! Better give up." 

"No!" Buck shook his head slowly. 

"I didn't do it and both of us know it!" His 
fist tightened on the Colt he held. "What I'm 
here for is to find out who did. Will you 
talk ... or will I have to make you?" 

With a sudden, desperation-driven move- 
ment. Parker flung himself over the side of 
the bed. "I'll talk," he gritted. "This way!" 
Clutching beneath the bed, his hand came up 



with a gun. His finger tightened on the trig- 
ger. 

But even as the banker lunged for the gun, 
Buck Desmond moved, too. 

His fist flailed high in the air and came down 
on Lee Parker's wrist. There was a dull, 
sodden thud, and the other man's weapon 
dropped to the floor. Gasping in pain, Parker 
clutched his wrist. "You've broken it," he 
groaned. 

Buck leaned forward, face intent in the 
night. 

"That's nothing compared to what I'll do to 
prove I'm innocent," he gritted. "I don't like 
being framed, Parker, so talk fast ! Who 
robbed the bank and why? Talk ... or else!" 

The other man's eyes grew huge in the dark 
room. Sweat pourejJ in rivulets down his fore- 
head. Suddenly, he gasped. "No! No! I'll talk! ■ 
I did it myself. Had to! I'd been using money 
— speculating — and I'd lost several thousand. 
So I planned to rig a holdup and not blame- 
anyone," 

"Go on," Buck said, coldly. "Keep talking." 

Parker needed no urging. He babbled on, "But 
it looked too risky. I figured I had to blame 
someone. I heard you were in town and figured 
you were probably without friends or influence. 
So I put the finger on you. I planted the money 
in your hotel room. I hit myself, making the 
bruise', and called the sheriiT. It looked right 
to him and he believed me. So he arrested 
you." ■ 

"Which I'm mighty sorry for now," a heavy 
voice said. 

Buck whirled and saw the sheriff standing 
in the doorway. "Your hour's up. Buck." Mor- 
gan said. "Fortunately, you don't need any 
more time. All right. Parker," he said to the 
bank manager, "get up. I've got a jail cell 
that's just been emptied and it'll be just right 
for you!" 

A S he followed the sheriff and his new 
prisoner down the street toward the iaii, 
Buck was too happy to say m.uch. 

And he was too busy thinking — thinking 
of the expression that would be on Httle Tum- 
bleweed Tyler's face when he stepped down 
from the train. He was thinking, too. of the 
first words Tumbleweed would say. Buck was 
hoping they would be— "Hello, dad!" 
THE END 



Follow BUCK DESMOND'S advenlurea in 
every issue of GABBY HAYES WESTERiy! 
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